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^he  Death  of  Nelfon. 
Lochaber. 

The  Yellovv-hair'd  Laddie, 
Whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  you,  my  Lad, 
||||,^he  Yorkfhire  Concert. 


Newcaftle  upon  Tyne  : 
^  ruited  by  .J.  MarftaJI,  in  the  Old  Fiefh-Market. 

(Vhei-c  li^ay  -lijo  he  bad,  a  large  and  curious  ^'(Jortincnf 


The  Death  of  Nelfon. 


RECITATIVE. 

O'ER  Nelson's  tomb,  U'ith  filent  grief  opprefs'd 
Britannia  inournM  her  hero,  now  ?X  reft. 
Bin  thole  bright  laurels  ne'ei*  fhall  fade  with  years, 
Whofe  leaves  arc  waterM  by  a  nation's  tears. 

AIR. 

Twas  in  Trafalgar's  bay, 
Vv  e  (aw  the  Frenchmen  lay. 

Each  heart  was  bounding  then  ; 
We  fcora'd  the  Foreign  yoke, 
Our  iliips  were  Britifh  oak. 

Hearts  of  oak  our  men. 
Oiir  Nelfon  mark'd  them  on  the  wave, 
iliree  cheers  our  gaiiant  feam-en  gave. 

Nor  thought  of  home  or  beauty  j 
.Along  the  line  thts  fignal  ran, 

England  expects  that  ev'ry  ifian 

This  day  will  do  his  duty.^* 

And  now  the  cannons  roar 
Along  the  affrighted  fliore. 

Our  Nelfon  led  the  way. 
His  {hip  the  Victory  nam'd ; 
be  that  victory  famM  1 

FoT  fkt'ry  crowned  the  day  ! 
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But  dearly  was  that  conqueft  bougbt^ 
Too  well  the  gallant  hero  fought, 

For  Eagland,  home,  and  beauty ; 
He  cried,  as  'miclfl  the  fire  he  ran, 
"  England  expects  that  every  man 

This  day  will  do  his  duty." 

At  laft  the  difmai  wound, 
Which  fpread  difmay  around. 

The  hero's  bread  received  ; 

Ileav^i  fights  on  our  fide. 
The  day's  our  own/'  he  cried ; 

Now,  long  enough  Tve  liv'd  I 
In  honour's  caufe  my  life  was  pall, 
'  In  honour's  caule  1  fall  at  lait. 

For  England,  home,  and  beauty  1'^ 
Thus  ending  life  as  he  began, 
England  confefs'd,  that  ev'ry  man 

Ihat  day  had  done  his  duty. 

Lochab'er. 

FAREWELL  to  Lochaber,  and  farewell,  my 
Jean, 

Where  heartfome  with  thee  I  have  mony  days  been  ; 
For  Lochabar  no  more,  Lochaber  no  more, 
We'll  maybe  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
Thefe  tears  that  I  flied,  they  are  all  for  my  dear, 
And  no  for  the  dangers  attendhig  on  weir ; 
Though  bore  on  rough  feas  to  a  far  bloody  fliorej 
Maybe  to  return  to  Lochaber  no  mgre. 
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Tho'  hurricanes  rife,  and  rife  every  wind, 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  tempeft  like  that  in  my  mind  ; 
Tho'  loudeft  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar, 
That's  naething  like  leaving  my  love  on  the  fliore  : 
To  leave  thee  behind  me  my  heart  is  fair  pain*d  ; 
By  cafe  that's  inglorious  no  fame  can  he  gained  ; 
Amd  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave, 
And  I  maun  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jep^ny,  maun  plead  my  excufe^ 
Since  honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refufe  ! 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  thee ; 
And  without  thy  favour  IM  better  not  be  ! 
I  gae  then,  my  lafs,  to  win  honour  and  fame. 
And  if  I  hae  luck  to  come  glorioufly  hame, 
A  heart  I  will  bring  thee  with  love  running  o'er, 
And  then  IMl  leav^  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more« 

Tbe  T dlow'hair^d  Laddie. 

IN  April,  when  primrofes  pa/nt  the  fweet  plaint^ 
And  fumraer,  approaching,  rejoiceth  the  fwain. 
The  y  ellow-hair'd  laddie  v»'0uld  oftentimes  go 
To  wilds  and  deep  glens,  where  the  hawthorn  treej 
prow. 

There,  under  the  fhade  of  an  old  facred  thorn, 
With  freedom  he  fang  his  loves  evening  and  rnorn— ^ 
He  fang  v/ith  fo  faft  and  enchanting  a  found, 
Tnat  fy Ivans  and  fairies  unfeen  danc'd  aroumd. 

The  fliepherd  thus  fang,  The'  young  Mary  be  fair 
Her  beauty  is  dafa'd  with  a  fcornfu'  proud  air ; 
But  Sufie  was  handfome,  and  fweetly  could  fing, 
Her  bre^th  liks  the  breeze^  perfumed  in  tjie  fpring^ 
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That  Maudle,  in  all  the  gay  bloom  of  her  youth, 
Like  the /noon,  was  inconftant,  and  never  fpoke  truth  ; 
But  Sufie  was  faithful,  good  hunnour'd,  and  free, 
And  fair  as  the  goddefs  who  fprung  from  the  fea. 

That  mamma's  fine  daughter,  with  all  her  great 
dower, 

Was  awkwardly  airy,  and  frequently  four  ; 

Then,  fighing,  he  wifh'd,  that  would  parents  agree, 

The  witty  fweet  Sufie  his  milirefs  might  be. 

Whyile  and  Pll  come  to  you^  my  Lad. 

O WHISTLE  and  V\\  come  to  you,  my  lad, 
O  whift!©  and  I'll  come  to  you,  npy  lad  : 
The'  father  and  mither  and  a*  fhould  gae  mad, 
O  whiftio  and  111  come  to  you,  my  lad. 
But  warily  tent,  when  ye  come  to  court  to  me, 
And  come  nae  unlefs  the  back-yett  be  a-jee ; 
Syne  up  the  back-ftyle  and  let  na  body  fee, 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  comin  to  met 
And  come,  &c. 

O  whiftle,  &c. 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Gang  by  me  as  tho'  that  ye  car'd  na  a  flie  ; 
But  Ileal  me  a  blink  o'  your  bonie  black  e'e, 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  lookin  at  me. 
Yet  look,  &c. 

O  whiftle,  &b. 

Ay  vow  and  proteft  that  ye  care  na  for  me. 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  wee; 
But  court  nae  anicher,  tho'  jokin  ye  be, 
For  fear  that  (he  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me, 
for  fear,  ^cc. 

Owhiaie,  &c. 


The  Torkjloire  Concert. 

I^ZE  a  Yorkfliireman  juft  come  to  town,  j 
And  my  coming  to  town  was  a  gay  day, 
For  fortime  has  here  fet  me  down. 

Waiting  gentleman  to  a  fine  lady. 
My  lady  gives  galas  and  routs. 

And  her  treats  of  the  town  are  the  talks 
here,  ^ 
But  nothing  Tze  feen  thereabouts 

Equals  one  that  were  given  in  Ycrkfhire.  ^ 
Rum  ti  iddity  iddity^  rum  ti  iddity  ido, 
Rum  ti  iddity  iddity,  fal  de  ral  lal  de  rai 
lido* 

Johnny  Fig  v/ere  a  white  and  green  grocer 
In  bufmefs  as  brifk  as  an  eel,  fir  ; 

None  than  John  to  his  (hop  could  ftick  clofer 
But  his  wife  thought  it  quite  ungenteel 
fir; 

Her  neighbours  refolv'd  to  cut  out,  fir, 
And  aftonifli  the  ruftic  pariftiioners. 

She  invited  them  all  to  a  rout,  fir. 
And  ax'd  all  the  village  muficianerg. 
Rum  ti,  &c. 
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The  company  met  gay  as  larks.,  hi\ 

/  .Drawn  forth  all  as  fine  as  blown  rofes ; 

The  concert  commenced  with  the  clerk,  fir, 
^     Who  chaunted  the  Vicar  and  Mofes. 
'The  barber  fung  Gallery  of  Wigs,  fir, 
'  .   The  gemmen  all  fwore  'twas  the  dxndy^ 

And  the  ladies  encor'd  Johnny  Fig,  fir. 
Who  volunteered  Drops  of  Brandy, 
I  Rum  ti,  &c. 

The  baker  he  fung  a  good  batch, 

.  While  the  lawyer  for  harmony  wiHIng, 
With  the  bailift'  he  joiriM  in  the  catch, 
And  the  notes  of  the  butcher  were  killin^^ ; 
^al  The  wheelwright  he  put  in  his  fpoke, 

The  Ichoolmafter  flogg'd  on  with  furor, 
The  coalman  he  play'd  the  Black  Joke, 
'    And  the  fiftiwomen  fun^;  a  bravura. 

Rum  ti,  &c. 
To  firike  the  affembly  with  wonder, 
.^1   Madam  Fig  fcream'd  a  fong  loud  as  Boreas 
Soon  awak'd  farmer  Thraiher's  dog  Thun- 
der, 

Who,  jumping  upj  joined  in  the  chorus  : 
While  a  jack-afs  the  melody  marking, 

Chin*:'d  ia  too,  which  made  a  wag  fay.  fi.r, 
Attend  to  the  Rector  of  Barking's 
^  i    Duet  wit  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  fin 
Rum  ti  ^c 


A  brine-tub  half  full  of  beef  faked. 

Madam  Fig  had  trucked  out  for  a  feat,  hr^ 
Whi?re  the  taylor  to  fing  was  exalted,  4. 
But  the  covering  crack'd  under  his  fe^t,  firi 
Snip  \yas.fous'd  in  the  brine,  but  foon  rifiri^ 
,BaWrd  out,  while  they  hugh'd  at  hiti 
_   gfiaf,.fir,  y     ;  I  A 

Is't  a  matted,  ib  monftrous  furprifing,  '  'v  j 
To  fee  pickled  cabbage  with  beef,  fir  ?  ^ 
Rum  ti,  &c. 

To  a  bAU  then  the^concert  gave^way^  ;  :  7 

And  fpr  (l^naDg  110  fouls  could  be  riper  ; 
So  they  !0;ruek  up  the  Devil  to  pay^i  ,  i) 

While  JoiUiny  Fig  paid  for  thcvpiper  : 
But  the  heft  thing  comM  after  the  ball ; 

For  to  finifh  the  whole  with  perfection^* 
Madam  Fig' ax^d  the  gentlefolks  al!. 

To  fup  on  a  cold  cGllei  tion. 

Rum  ti  &c» 


^  IN  IB. 


